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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is the sequel to Promises Made. It\'s going to very dark and angsty places. The relationships get 


complicated. 


‘ts okay, just let me go, its okay," he said But Kirk wasn't ready. He wasnt ready fo just let him go. The valley 


that had been green and lush, was now brown and desolate. 

And still he searched He ran. He ran until his legs screamed and his lungs ached 

There he was, just over the horizon. Bell bottoms and cowboy hat. He was walking away. And Kirk couldn't quite 
catch him. Hands gripped, grabbed, pulled him down onto the ground, into the dirt, the dead grass crunching 
underneath him. 


He couldn't get up. He had fallen down and he couldn't get up. And he was gone. 


He woke up just as the captain was calling them to their seats to land. Thank you for flying with blah blah blah 


the weather in San Francisco yadda yadda yadda. It flew right over Kirk's head as he stretched and blinked 
himself awake. 
"You okay?" James asked gently. 


‘Mmmm, sure, yeah, you?" Kirk muttered. James shrugged. 


They were met at the airport by Cliff's parents. Kirk wore shades to hide red eyes and dark circles. As soon 
as he saw them the bottom dropped out of his stomach. His grief was their grief. And yet they drew him in 
to comfort him. Mrs Burton throwing her arms around Kirk's neck. They both cried, for themselves, for each 


other and for Cliff. 
"Come on son," Ray said to him gently, “lets take you home." 


They walked in the front door, and it hit Kirk He was alone. He wasn't with him anymore. Part of him was 
expecting Cliff to come out from the kitchen with a lazy look and a half-eaten sandwich, or to rumble down 


the stairs with a towel around his waist. But he wasn't. He would never be in that place again 


The suitcase dropped from his hand with a snap, cutting through the silence. Someone scurried behind him to 
pick it up. Someone else guided him to the living room to sit down. A glass of water. A little something to eat. 
They fussed over him like a new mother over a baby. He appreciated it, in some ways, but in others it was 
suffocating. He wanted to run, but his legs didn't work. He wanted to get up, but he couldn't find the strength. 
He wanted to tell them all to fuck off, but he couldn't find his voice. 


They met with funeral directors and arrangements were beginning to come together. They asked for Kirk's 
input but he had nothing, he couldn't find the words. He didn't know anything of funerals or final wishes. He 
knew nothing of floral arrangements. These weren't things that Kirk had ever talked about with Cliff. They'd 
planned to be together forever. This wasn't part of the plan. Kirk felt as though the world was collapsing 
around him. All he wanted was to see his face just one more time. To feel his lips on his own. To have those 


arms around him. All he wanted, was Cliff. 


Back at the Burton house, the place buzzed and hummed with people coming and going. Kirk sat like the calm 
centre of the storm as the whole house lurched and moved with activity. Lars arrived a few days after them. 


He came straight away. 


James opened the door to him and Lars threw his arms around him. Engulfing him in a tight, almost strangling 
hug. Kirk saw from the corner of his eye and looked away, fighting back jealous tears. He didn't want to feel 
jealous, he adored both of them, but now, while he longed for his beloved, he couldn't see passed them having 


everything while he had nothing. 


He'd slept on the couch the first night, he couldn't fathom going up to the room that they had shared. He had 
walked passed it on his way to the bathroom, but the thought of going in tore at his heart. He couldn't imagine 
being in that place without him. 


He slept a dreamless, restless sleep and woke early in the morning before the crowd descended on him. He 


made his way up the stairs, and found himself standing with his hand on Cliff's door. He felt the cool wood on 
his palm, and felt as though he was being drawn to go inside. Open the door. Go in. 


And so he did. 


The room was silent, it felt much bigger without him in it. His eyes scanned over everything. The unmade bed, 
the records scattered on the floor, the clothes thrown in a heap by the dresser. An afterthought, Cliff would 
have gotten to that later, he had always moved slow and then left in a final flurry of activity. But Kirk was 
glad, the unwashed shirt gave him an opportunity to breath in his scent, the mess of a bed meant unwashed 
sheets, for a moment he could let his mind wander for a moment. Back to late nights and long mornings. Back 


to the head on his chest. The fingers in his curls. He closed the door. 


He let his hand run over the pillow, he lay down in the centre of the bed and breathed him in He held his shirt 
close to his chest. He closed his eyes and could feel him there, his arms wrapped tight and he could hear 
those loving words whispered in his ear. He let the tears spill and bubble over. This was his pain, real, deep, 
running cold to the bone. 


And then he saw them. The pile of flat pack boxes in the corner. 
They hadn't been there the day they had left. 
They were packing it all up already? He wasn't even cold yet? Kirk couldn't believe it 


He bolted up right and raced down the stairs and said to no one in particular. 


"What are the boxes for?" 


Lars, who had spent the night sleeping upright in an armchair, jumped up and took Kirk by the shoulders, 
guiding him to the kitchen table and instructed him, gently, to sit down, 


The boxes, he explained, had been brought over by a friend shortly after they'd left for Europe because Cliff 
wanted them for something. 

"For what? He didn't tell me about needing any boxes?" Kirk asked, he was confused. 

"He," Lars shifted uncomfortably in his seat before continuing, "he wanted it to be a surprise." 

Lars instructed Kirk to wait for just a second, he went to his bags and pulled out a heap of papers and 
brochures. He placed them on the table and slid them over in front of Kirk. Kirk stared at them for a moment, 
trying to make sense of it all. He looked up at Lars bewildered and perplexed. 

"He was buying a place, for the two of you, | was looking at it for him, you know he was no good at this stuff, 
anyway he wanted a place that was your own," he said softly. Kirk stared at it all open mouthed, surprised. A 
place, just for them. This would have been the big plans he had hinted at before they went to sleep. This was 
what he and Lars had talked about when Kirk had been off skating with James. 


For a moment, his unconscious mind went over the possibilities, what would that look like, a place just for 


them. Would it have been a den of Kirk's horror movie memorabilia and Cliff's hunting and fishing gear? Would 


there be people hanging out playing Dungeons and Dragons on the weekend? Where would it have been? Big 
property, small house would have been more Cliffs style. Close by, out of town, maybe he was planning 
something that was going to completely blow his mind. 


His shoulders slumped, the remaining colour drained from his face, his head felt heavy, his chest crushed. 
What was the point in thinking about it. It was too much. It was all, just too much. 


They'd had a life ahead of them, they had a future together, Cliff had plans for them. It wasn't fair. None of it 


made sense any more. 


"That's why you didn't go to bed then?" Kirk asked after a while. Lars nodded. It was too much. He couldn't hold 
back any longer. He ran up the stairs, threw himself on the bed and cried into Cliffs shirt. 


A small, gentle hand on the centre of his back 
"Go away Lars, | want to be alone," Kirk sobbed without looking up. 


"Its not Lars," a soft voice. Kirk turned over and threw his arms around her. 
Jan. 
It wasn't fair. None of it was fair. 


And they cried together. Arms around each other. He cried for Cliff, she cried for her sons. For now that Cliff 
was gone, she had lost both her boys. 


Kirk caught his breath in big heaving sobs. He felt safe to just let go. She understood, she got it. It was okay. 
Kirk had heard her crying at night. For Cliff, and for Scott, her first son. She cried for her boys, who she 
missed so terribly and loved so dearly. It just wasn't right, for such a good woman to have lost both her sons 
so young and so tragically. Still, hugging Jan brought Kirk a great deal of comfort. She truly was a remarkable 


woman. 


When they were done, they both wiped their eyes, and then she gave him the space he needed to just be in 
the room. To be where he could still hang onto the last embers of Cliff. 


Kirk lay on the bed, holding Cliffs shirt, watching the day pass by. People floated in and out, offering water, 
food, comfort, asking if he was okay, asking if he needed anything, asking if there was anything they could do. 
There wasn't, he just wanted to be alone. He watched the day roll by, the sun hit high in the sky, bright 
against brilliant blue dotted with fluffy little white clouds, and then it sank across the sky, dropping into the 
depths of the horizon in a blaze of pink and purple glory. It was beautiful, yet Kirk felt as though there would 
never be another sunset as beautiful as those he had seen with Cliff. Life after Cliff, it was as though the 
volume had been turned down. It felt as though he was looking at life through a smoke screen. All the joy in 
his life had been snapped away on the side of the road in Sweden. 


He was painfully lonely. And he felt crippling guilt. It was his bunk. It should have been him. Cliff should have 


been alive, and he should have been dead. He felt as though he was taking Cliff's place, all he could think of was 
how Cliff should still be alive. It wasn't fair, none of it was fair. All he wanted was to go back in time, for 


something to hold back the bus, for something to hold back the plane. What if they'd just stayed home 
instead? Then they could have been together, always, like they had promised. 


Instead he lay in the bed alone, holding the shirt close, tears running down his cheeks, longing for him. 


Time seemed to pass him by at great speed. He moved slow but time sped by him, everyone was moving 
forward leaving him in their dust. People were constantly rushing around him, doing things for him, arranging 


things for the funeral, making a fuss, and he was the eye of the storm. Sitting. Waiting. Watching. Thinking. 


The day came. It was time to say goodbye. He woke in the morning and pulled on the suit laid out for him. He 
was going through the motions. He didn't cry. He just felt numb. He sat on the edge of the bed. He wasn't 
ready, but he never would be. 

"You ready to go man?" James poked his head in. He wasn't. But he went anyway. They arrived at the church, 
the crisp autumn breeze hit his face as he made his way from the car inside. People shuffled in, talking softly 
over the quiet organ music, talking briefly about how sad it was. Kirk was fine, he was calm, clear headed and 
collected. He looked to the front of the church and say the coffin. He was there. Perhaps he had convinced 
himself that Cliff had just gone away for a little while, taken a trip and would be back some day, the church 
and the coffin. He hadn't gone somewhere, he'd gone away. Forever. Kirk stumbled a little, but someone caught 


him before he fell. 
James. 


He looked down, tanned arms hidden by a stiff black suit jacket. One arm around Kirk's shoulders, he led him to 
the front and they sat with Lars. Together. The three of them. He couldn't help but notice, though they tried 
to hide it, the way their hands met on the pew. And though he knew they did it to provide each other some 
comfort, and they did it out of sheer habit, it still felt like a slap in the face. For the hand he longed to hold, 


wasn't there anymore. 


The service began and the whole thing felt like a blur. Passages were read, people spoke about Cliff, hymns, 
words of heaven and better places, Orion was played, the significance lost on a few. It went by so quickly, as 


those around Kirk cried, while he sat in utter disbelief. It wasn't happening. That wasn't Cliff in that box. 


He had been asked to speak, but he couldn't find the words. He wanted to tell the world how he had loved him, 
and Cliff had loved him in return, but he couldn't find his voice. He wanted to say it all, but he just could not 
speak. 


And in the end it was time to go. He placed his hand on his coffin and felt the familiar sting of tears in his 
eyes. For this would be the last time he was with his beloved. And even like this, he wasn't ready to let him 
go. He felt hands on his shoulders, guiding him back to sit down. It was time to go. And they carried him away. 


Kirk watched as the hearse drove away. There was nothing left. And he wept. 


It was over. It was done. They'd said goodbye and he was gone. People hung around the house a while. Kirk sat 
on the couch while people moved around him. He was the calm in the centre of the storm. Someone would sit 
next to him and talk with him a while. I'm sorry, my condolences, you'll be in our prayers, make sure you're 


looking after yourself. After a while it seemed they were all saying exactly the same thing. 


Kirk heard him before he saw him. He'd heard a couple of people say his name at the funeral, but he wasn't 
sure, and he hadn't cared. But there he was. 

"Hey Mrs B," he heard him say, Kirk looked over to see the red-head hugging Jan, a bunch of flowers in his 
hand. Gone was the leather and the sneer, Dave wore a very conservative suit and his wild long hair was pulled 


back neatly. He was flanked by Junior, as to be expected who looked neat, tidy, and very sad. 


Their eyes met and Kirk nodded, acknowledging him. Dave chatted with Jan a little longer before hugging her 
and excusing himself. He made his way over to Kirk. They sat down Junior, then Dave next to Kirk. Much to 
Kirk's relief, Dave didn't say he was sorry, he didn't offer his condolences, he didn't say anything of prayers. 
"How you holding up?" he asked. 

"Okay, | guess," Kirk muttered, a shrug of the shoulders. 

"You need anything?" Dave asked. 

Kirk shook his head. 

"Anything at all?" Dave asked raising his eyebrows. He was hinting, suggesting. In true Mustaine style, he was 
at a wake, offering the bereaved drugs. 

"Is this REALLY the place?" Junior muttered. 

Was that? Was Kirk really seeing that? Was that Junior's hand on Dave's knee? And was that, Dave's hand on 


Junior's? 


The afternoon rolled into the evening. People came, people went. Kirk avoided the awkward stares, he heard 
them whisper his name. Little by little the crowd dispersed, and Kirk found himself standing in an empty hall 
way. He was tired. The funeral had taken it out of him. He was itching to get out of the stiff suit and tie. He 
stood in the bathroom, he peeled off the layers as he locked the door behind him. He stepped into the shower 
and let the water run over his tired and weary body. For a moment he let his mind wander, back to moments 
shared in the bathroom in happier times. He remembered helping Cliff shave his face, he remembered being in 


the shower together, the two of them, naked, together. 


He was hard. He cursed at himself, at his reaction to the memory. He was gone. This was pointless. And yet, he 
found himself, his hand gravitating towards it. He hadn't since it had all happened. It had been over a week. IO 
days. 


And so he did. He stroked himself, leaning against his forearm on the tiles as the water pounded against his 
back. He remembered, his touch, his smell, his hands, his face. He saw him when he closed his eyes. They had 
done this together countless times, hundreds of times perhaps, in that place, together. And now Kirk did it 
alone. He let a tiny moan escape from his lips as he came, his body lurched forward and he began to cry. He 


felt unclean, he felt dirty, he felt as though he had betrayed him. It was irrational, but he couldn't shake the 


feeling. He washed, almost scrubbing his flesh, the water hot, like the tears that ran down his face. His breath 


heaved and hiccupped. His pulse raced. Cliff was gone. He was never coming back. And Kirk was alone. 


Chapter 2 


Nothing. There was nothing The beach was silent. The valley empty. The sky without clouds. The ocean without 
waves. Without Cliff, there was nothing There was no one. 


Kirk was alone. 


He walked the beach alone in silence. A cool wind against his cheek. He walked the valley alone in silence. A stil 
breeze against his back Nothing changed No spring ever came. Winter had settled upon the land and in his heart 


He was cold He was lonely. He was atraid 


The day had come, he was without his beloved Cliff And now he had to find his way home in the cold, stil, 


nothingness. 
The sun set across the beach, the sun set across the valley, the sun set. And he was gone. 


He woke in the morning, a sense of finality hung about him. It was done. It was over and he had to leave. He 
couldn't stay. Cliff was gone, and the longer he stayed there the longer he was haunted by his memory. So he 
woke up in the morning, packed his things, and he left without a word. Zooming down the highway to a place he 


hadn't been in a long time. 


His heart raced, he could hear his pulse in his ears. His hands gripped the steering wheel and his foot hit the 
floor. Go go go. 


Would they open the door? Would they see it was him and slam it back in his face? 


No music, no radio, no tapes, just the window down as he rushed towards the house that had once been his 
home. His home, once upon a time. Would they have him back? Would they take care of him like he needed? 
Would it all be okay? 


Would they judge him? They'd never had the discussion Not once, in the 3 years. Cliff understood why. But 
this, this had not been part of the plan. 


He parked out the front and sat for a moment, calming and composing himself. If he was going to do this, then 
he had to do it right away. He jumped out, slamming the door behind him, ran up and knocked swiftly on the 


door. 


It opened and a short woman with black curly hair and his eyes opened the door. 
"Kirk," she said with a relieved sigh. 
"Mom," he sobbed, falling into her arms. 


He was home, he'd gone home to her, to Mom. 


She took his things and tending to him with loving care. His feet found their way up the hall and into what had 
been his room. He was on autopilot. And he found himself falling into bed, fully dressed, and instantly falling 


asleep. 


He slept soundly for the first time since he had arrived back in California. In his childhood bed he slept a deep, 
dreamless sleep and he woke feeling lighter. Still, he was reverting back to child like behaviours, letting his 

mother take care of him. She cooked for him, she made sure he showered, she helped him with everything. He 
was totally unable to do even the most basic of tasks for himself. The loss was too great, the hurt too deep, 


he was rendered helpless by his overwhelming grief. 


Lars and James tracked him down with ease. And while Kirk was grateful for their support, seeing them 
together was going to be extremely difficult. He found himself making excuses not to see them, and so he 


didn't. He was at home, with his Mom. Where he needed to be. 


He was unbelievably sad. He never knew he could feel so sad, or so lost. His arms had never felt so empty as 
he longed to just hold Cliff one more time. He had always thought heart break was a metaphorical term, but 
the reality was he felt as though his chest was crushing, snapping, his very heart shattering into a million 


pieces. 


And most of all he was tired. His body felt heavy, his eyes moved slowly, his movements laboured, his mind 
moved at a snail's pace. He couldn't muster the energy to keep himself awake, let alone get anything done, so 


mostly he just slept. 


The first day he didn't get out of bed. He woke in the afternoon and cried soft tears. His mom made him soup, 
and she sat by the bed while he drank it before taking the bowl away and letting him sleep again. Lars rang, he 
didn't want to talk. 


The second day his mom forced him out of bed and into the shower. He let the hot water run over his skin 
until it felt like it was scorching before switching to cold until it crawled. He had to feel something, anything, 
other than the crushing pain in his chest. He dressed and went back to bed. Again, his mom made him soup, 
and again she sat by the bed while he drank it. 

"We'll try a little rice in the morning, okay?" she suggested. 

"Okay Mom," he muttered rolling over and drifting off to sleep again. 

Lars rang, he didn't want to talk. 


On the third day he found himself in the kitchen trying to make some toast. It came out too dark. And he 
cried. Nothing was right anymore. He couldn't even make fucking toast. He cried into his pillow. His mom made 
him chicken and rice, just like she had made for him when he was a boy. 

"| don't eat meat anymore mom," he said awkwardly. She smiled softly, took the plate and came back with some 
left over soup and the bowl of rice. 


"You're too skinny, eat more rice," she said giving his shoulders a gentle squeeze. Lars rang. He didn't want to 


talk. 


On the fourth day he flung back the curtains and put on a fresh shirt. It was okay. He was ready. He could 
talk He kissed his mom on the cheek and told her that he was going out and would be back later. He tracked 
down James and Lars with ease. He felt weak, and he was hurting, but if there were ever a time when he 
needed his friends, this was it. And he realized he was shutting them out. He couldn't do that, he couldn't lose 
them too. 


They sat in the living room. Kirk was a shadow of his former self, sunken eyes and sad expression. But it was 
to be expected really. James and Lars were very aware of Kirk's presence in the house. They avoided each 
other's gazes and they would shy away from each other's touch. As soon as Kirk was gone, they would be 
tearing into each other. Grief had a funny way of manifesting itself in their relationship. They would screw 
each other senseless just to avoid having a discussion about what had happened and how they felt about it. 


But while he was still there, they had to have an uncomfortable discussion. The band. Kirk knew it was coming, 
he had been avoiding the calls because he didn't want to think about it let alone talk about it. He wasn't ready. 


But he wasn't sure if he ever would be. 


A new bassist, that'd be the ticket. Cliff would have wanted them to go on, for the fans, for themselves, and 
for him. Kirk nodded along to the conversation He wasn't ready, he didn't want it, but it had to happen, Like 
ripping off a band-aid, do it quick and get it done. 


It was settled, Lars would put out the feelers, they'd have some auditions and they'd make some decisions. 


"Its what he would have wanted," James said a hand on Kirk's knee. Kirk forced a smile. He knew. 


It was a process that Kirk was dreading. Auditions. But it was inevitable. And it would begin, the day after 
they'd scattered Cliff's ashes. 


Maxwell Ranch. That was the place. They'd been there a thousand times before. Stepping out of the car 
without hin, Kirk felt all the strength leave his body. Each step forward was more difficult than the last. 


James put his arm around him, a solid sign of support. 


They were all there, family, friends, band mates past and present. And they chatted a while, about the 
memories they had made together and the time they had shared with him. Tears pricked at Kirk's eyes as he 


recalled nights spent together, watching the stars in each other's arms. 


In the group that had gathered, there were a range of emotions being felt and expressed. Some laughed, some 
cried, some said nothing. Kirk turned away from the group, looking out along the ridge of the distant valley. 


Reflecting, and remembering. 


He felt Cliff's presence in that place. He was the warm breeze on his face, the crisp grass under his feet, he 
was the soft clouds in the sky, he heard his voice on the wind and felt his arms around him in the afternoon 


sun. 


"He loved it here," a voice came from behind him. Kirk turned his head to see Ray, smiling though tears pricked 
at his eyes. 

"He talked about coming here a lot. This was a place where he could shoot his gun that shot knives," Ray 
laughed at the memory. It was a very Cliff thing to say. Kirk forced a smile. It was a happy memory, but not 
a happy day. 


"He loved it here," Ray said, his voice heavy as he reflected, "almost as much as he loved you." 


The moment was interrupted by a booming laugh coming from the group. Someone was recalling a happier 
memory. Every new line of recollection began the same, "hey do you remember?" And everyone would listen to 


the story, remembering the Cliff that they knew. 


A car pulled up and there he was. Dave. Running late as per usual. Was that? Did Kirk just see that? Did Dave 
just kiss Junior on the cheek? The car pulled away and Dave joined the group. Blue jeans and a flannel shirt, he 


was a far cry from the leather clad Mr Megadeth. 


"Do you guys remember how it use to take Cliff hours to get out of bed every morning?” someone recalled. 
"And how even once he was out of bed he'd take forever to get going," someone else added. 

"Hang on | have to brush my teeth," Lars laughed. 

"And then he'd comb his hair, and shower, and comb his hair again, and again, like 3 times every morning," Kirk 
remembered with a smile. 

"Do you remember when he slept on the water bed, and it was like 100 degrees in that house, and there was 
Cliff balled up with the doona in the middle of the bed," James laughed. Of course Kirk remembered, because 
he'd been trying to pry the doona away from Cliff all morning. He'd been right there, always. 


More memories, more stories, more Cliff. And they all laughed. Happier memories of happier times. 


There was no arguing, no fighting, no chest beating, no competition Kirk felt oddly at peace, he knew Cliff would 
have been happy to see them all together in the one place. Getting along. Happy. Friendly. Kirk knew it was only 
temporary, they'd leave and they'd smack talk all over again. But at least for that afternoon, they could 
pretend, for Cliff. 


The afternoon wore on, more memories were shared, it was comforting but it was draining, and Kirk was 
beginning to feel very tired. He said less and less, and he felt himself withdrawing quietly from the group. 
Someone noticed, and it was mentioned, maybe it was time. 


They formed a circle an urn with Cliff's ashes in the middle. Quiet descended as they took a few moments to 
reflect. To think about what they might like to say. Some high school friends went first, taking a small handful, 
saying good bye and throwing him to the wind. 

Dave. 

"You were the coolest guy on the planet, it was an honour to have played beside you." 

And he threw him to the wind. 

His mom was next. 


"My boy," she whispered, "my beautiful, sweet boy. How | love you. My sons. Both of you." 


And she threw him to the wind. 

His dad bent down, to whisper softly for a moment. 

"You were the best kid, the best son, and we are so proud of you." 

Kirk felt his stomach drop. James was next. Then he knew it was him. He hadn't been able to speak at the 
funeral, he hadn't been able to find the right words. He didn't know what to say now either. He didn't hear what 


James said until he was saying good bye. 


The wind picked up and Kirk closed his eyes. Hearing his voice, feeling his presence, he was there. He opened his 
eyes and held a little of Cliff in his hand, remembering lanky legs crossed over his own, hiding under the 
blanket, and the promises that they had made. 

"| promise,” he said again, "that | will love you always, no matter what." 

He felt an arm around his shoulders, James, encouraging, comforting, reminding him that it was time to let go. 
"Good bye," he whispered, letting him slip from his fingers and into the wind. 


Finally, it was Lars. He had promised Cliff he would take care of things, and that didn't stop now that he was 
gone. He spoke in Danish, words that were now only between himself and Cliff. Kirk gave a small laugh, Lars 
talking in Danish always reminded him of that night on the road. Forheldve. James caught on to what was so 
funny, and he tried to stop himself from laughing too. 

"IFs okay to laugh," Ray whispered to them, “Cliff told us that story, and we all think its pretty funny.” 
James blushed bright red. 


Finally, it was done, the last of Cliff scattered across the place he had loved so dearly. It was done, he was at 
rest, he was at peace, and though his whole body still ached, Kirk was leaving feeling lighter. 


It was time, at least as a band, to move on 


3 weeks, 2 rooms, 60 applicants, and a whole lot of vodka James and Lars took the whole thing very seriously 
while Kirk quietly got loaded in the corner. Some poor kid would come in, plug in their bass and their fingers 
would barely find the strings before James would yell "NEXT!" at the top of his voice. It was a cut throat 
cattle call. These were big shoes to fill 

Their manager had a guy. Some farm boy from Michigan, he could play like a motherfucker. He'd fight the bill, 
he was the ticket. This guy, he was THE guy. And on the morning of the 28th he arrived. 


Shy eyes peaked out from behind messy curls. He had a sharp chin and a baby face. He looked young, no one 
would ever believe that he was actually older than James and Lars. If he was nervous, it surely didn’t show. He 


plugged in, strapped in and let rip. He was good. Very good. Was that a pick? 


It didn't matter how good he was, Kirk was in no position to make any decisions. He still wasn’t coping, he was 
still struggling with even the most simple of tasks, he was a sad, sorry, wreck of a boy, bumbling forward 
aimlessly with sense of direction or purpose. James and Lars were making the decisions, he was just there for 


appearances. 


So James and Lars sat together, discussing, planning, figuring it all out, Kirk sat in the corner getting tanked 


and this baby-faced bassist stood in front of them fiddling awkwardly with his bass strap. 

"What's your name?" Kirk yelled from the corner. 

Funny, James and Lars had discussed how he played, his gear, where he was from, how he would fit in, how he 
looked - they hadn't asked him his name. 


"Jason," he replied, "Jason Newsted." 
Over some beers, it was settled, Jason, he was the guy. 


One of the first things Kirk noticed about Jason was that he was almost painfully straight, which was a shame, 
as he wasn't too bad to look at really. He first noticed it when he saw Jason's reaction to even the smallest 
gestures of intimacy between James and Lars. James would have his hand on Lars's knee, or Lars would rest 
his head on James and Kirk would look over to see Jason, wide-eyed and freaked out. Kirk found it pretty 
funny. He really was a farm boy from Michigan. 


He slotted in quite well, he knew the songs and boy could he play. He had been a fan for quite some time and 
this was a dream come true for him, even if the circumstances were less than ideal. This proved to be a 
double edged sword. On one hand it was great that he knew them and the songs, he picked it all up quickly and 
it meant they could in a way pick up where they had left off. In other ways, being a fan meant that Jason 
naturally had questions. He wanted to know it all, from them, and would ask. Kirk was not ready to talk about 


Cliff, least of all to his replacement, it was too raw, too painful, too soon. 


Someone must have tipped Jason off to the nature of Kirk's relationship with Cliff, because pretty soon, he 
stopped asking questions. 


Jason, he was the guy. He was friendly, fitted in, knew the songs, played like a motherfucker. They jammed and 
he was a good fit. 


But nothing and no one was filling the hole in Kirk's heart. 


They rehearsed a while and soon came the time to debut him. And it went well. He knew the songs, he knew 
what to do. The crowd received him well and he enjoyed himself. Kirk made his way through the performance 
on auto pilot. He was still a shell of his former self and everyone around him was well aware that it would take 
some time for him to resemble his former self. 


Backstage Jason turned to James in a quiet moment with a question. 
"Why does he always look at me like that? You know, when we're playing?" Jason asked. 
"He's not looking at you," James said, Jason looked confused, "he's looking for Cliff” 


